FRIENDS   OF   LATER   LIFE
How best to help the slender store, How mend the dwellings, of the poor ;
How gain in life, as life advances, Valour and chanty more and more.
Come, Maurice, come : the lawn as yet Is hoar with rime, or spongy-wet ;
But when the wreath of March has blossom'd, Crocus, anemone, violet,
Or later, pay one visit here,
For those are few we hold as dear ;
Nor pay but one, but come for many, Many and many a happy year.
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TO   SIR  JOHN   SIMEON
IN   THE   GARDEN   AT   SWAINSTON
Nightingales warbled without,
Within was weeping for thee : Shadows of three dead men
Walk'd in the walks with me,
Shadows of three dead menl and thou wast one of the three.
Nightingales sang in his woods:
The Master was far away : Nightingales warbled and sang
Of a passion that lasts but a day ;
Still in the house in his coffin the Prince of courtesy lay.
J Arthur Ihilkim, Harry Lushington, and Sir John Simeon.